Shadow Kingdom

The past and the future were nothing but a haze. All else was
subordinate to this one sensation, in which the outcome or end
of so much emotion had hardly the force to find its own expres-
sion. It was, in any case, a solution so tremendous in its scope that
the mind could hardly take in its possibilities of accomplishment
and, having once done so, must work for nothing else than this,
however improbable, as it might seem, that it could ever be
achieved. It was brave to ask for everything, and for all of life,
almost at the first meeting, but such was the counsel of despera-
tion. It succeeded, after many and long delays, the first breach, it
is not impossible, having been made, without knowing it at the
time, owing to the desperate and unhappy impact, and the in-
fection of that unhappiness, at the first meeting. It must have been
a misery that carried conviction, that was communicable of its
truth and sincerity. It was an appeal for help, for the holding out
of hands, to which a soul opened and a heart made reply. This may
happen to most human beings hot more than once in a lifetime,
while there are those who have been less fortunate and to whom
it never comes.

But the coda or finale spreads and multiplies in imagery. Its
fragments are tossed from one to another like the ragged clouds of
the storm. What we need is not the thunder but its spark of
energy. It must be August lightning. No other month is so
magical. It is heavy with autumn when the fruits will ripen.
August is the month of mist and dew. We met it in the ilex wood,
and now it lies upon the waters. Listen to it! Is it not more leafy
than July, with less of the white light of heat, and more fore-
boding, more thunder in its name? Perhaps August is the month of
coalescence, the marriage of summer and winter, the new year
conceived among the yellow corn, when Mars is crowned with
dog-grass, the weed of the battlefield, and wars begin. Day and
night shake with his artillery. It is the month of fate. Part is
apprehension, and the dread of things to come.

Your right hand, or your left, may seal your future. It is, thus,
the shadow kingdom. You walk with shadows. In the pitiful
silence, in the dead hour before dawn, the dancer danced again
and stayed awhile by the pearlshell window opening on the day.
Then, wonder of wonder, the pearlshell hour, the first breath, of
the morning,, brought her again and we wept together at the cool-
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